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YABDIiEir OAK. 




fURVIVOR sole, and hardly such, of all 
That once lived here, thy brethren ! 
*-'*-' ^J at my birth 

(Since which I number threescore winters 

past), 
A shattered veteran, hollow-trunked perhaps, 
As now, and with excoriate forks deform, 
Relics of ages ! could a mind, imbued 
With truth from heaven, created thing adore, 
I might with reverence kneel, and worship 
• thee. 
It seems idolatry, with some excuse, 
When our forefather Druids in their oaks 
Imagined sanctity. The conscience, yet 
Unpurified by an authentic act 
Of amnesty, the meed of blood divine. 
Loved not the light, but, gloomy, into gloom 
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Of thickest shades, like Adam after taste 
Of fruit proscribed, as to a refuge, fled. 

Thou wast a bawble once ; a cup and ball 
Which babes might play with ; and the 

thievish jay. 
Seeking her food, with ease might have pur- 
loined 
The auburn nut that held thee, swallowing 

down 
Thy yet close-folded latitude of boughs 
And all thine embryo vastness at a gulp. 
But Fate thy growth decreed ; autumnal rains 
Beneath thy parent tree mellowed the soil 
Designed thy cradle ; and a skipping deer. 
With pointed hoof dibbling the glebe, pre- 
pared 
The soft receptacle, in which, secure, 
Thy rudiments should sleep the winter 
through. 
So Fancy dreams. Disprove it, if ye can, 
Ye reasoners broad awake, whose busy search 
Of argument, employed too oft amiss, 
Sifts half the pleasures of short life away ! 
Thou feirst mature; and, in the loamy 
clod 
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Swelling with vegetative force instinct 
Didst burst thine egg, as theirs the fabled 

Twins, 
Now stars ; two lobes protruding, paired 

exact ; 
A leaf succeeded, and another leaf. 
And, all the elements thy puny growth 
Fostering propitious, thou becain'st a twig. 
Who lived when thou wast such? O, 

couldst thou speak, 
As in Dodona once thy kindred trees 
Oracular, I would not curious ask 
The future, best unknown, but at thy mouth 
Inquisitive, the less ambiguous past. 

By thee I might correct, erroneous oft, 
The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecorded facts 
Recovering, and misstated setting right — 
Desperate attempt, till trees shall speak again ! 
Time made thee what thou wast, king of 

the woods ; 
And time hath made thee what thou art — a 

cave 
For owls to roost in. Once thy spreading 

boughs 
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Overhung the champaign ; and the numerous 

flocks 
That grazed it, stood beneath that ample cope 
Uncrowded, yet safe sheltered from the storm. 
No flock frequents thee now. Thou hast 

outlived 
Thy popularity, and art become 
(Unless verse rescue thee awhile) a thing 
Forgotten, as the foliage of thy youth. 
While thus through all the stages thou 

hast pushed 
Of treeship — first a seedling hid in grass ; 
Then twig ; then sapling ; and, as century 

rolled 
Slow after century, a giant bulk 
Of girth enormous, with moss-cushioned root 
Upheaved above the soil, and sides embossed 
With prominent wens globose, — till at the 

last 
The rottenness, which Time is charged to 

inflict 
On other mighty ones, found also thee. 

What exhibitions various hath the world 
Witnessed of mutability in all 
That we account most durable below ! 
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Change is the diet, on which all subsist, 
Created changeable, and change at last 
Destroys them. Skies uncertain, now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless, and the solar beam 
Now quenching in a boundless sea of 

clouds, — 
Calm and alternate storm, moisture and 

drought. 
Invigorate by turns the springs of life 
In all that live, plant, animal, and man. 
And in conclusion mar them. Nature's 

threads. 
Fine passing thought, e'en in her coarsest 

works. 
Delight in agitation, yet sustain 
The force, that agitates not unimpaired ; 
But, worn by frequent impulse, to the cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe. 
Thought cannot spend itself, comparing 

still 
The great and little of thy lot, thy growth 
From almost nullity into a state 
Of matchless grandeur, and declension thence, 
Slow, into such magnificent decay. 
Time was when, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
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16 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Could shake thee to the root — and time has 

been 
When tempests could not. At thy firmest age 
Thou hadst within thy bole solid contents, 
That might have ribbed the sides and planked 

the deck 
Of some flagged admiral ; and tortuous arms. 
The shipwright's darling treasure, didst pre- 
sent 
To the four-quartered winds, robust and bold. 
Warped into tough knee-timber, many a load! 
But the axe spared thee. In those thriftier 

days 
Oaks fell not, hewn by thousands, to supply 
The bottomless demands of contest, waged 
For senatorial honors. Thus to Time 
The task was left to whittle thee away 
With his sly scythe, whose ever-nibbling edge, 
Noiseless, an atom and an atom more. 
Disjoining from the rest, has, unobserved. 
Achieved a labor, which had, far and wide, 
By man performed, made all the forest ring. 
Embowelled now, and of thy ancient self 
Possessing naught but the scooped rind^ that 
- seems 
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A huge throat calling to the clouds for drink, 
Which it would give in rivulets to thy root, 
Thou temptest none, but rather much for- 

bidd'st 
The feller's toil, which thou couldst ill requite. 
Yet is thy root sincere, sound as the rock, 
A quarry of stout spurs, and knotted fangs, 
Which, crooked into a thousand whimsies, 

clasp 
The stubborn soil, and hold thee still erect 

So stands a kingdom, whose foundation yet 
Fails not in virtue, aiid in wisdom laid. 
Though all the superstructure, by the tooth 
Pulverized of venality, a shell 
Stands now, and semblance only of itself ! 
Thine arms have left thee. Winds have 

rent them off 
Long^ince, and rovers of the forest wild 
With bow and shaft have burnt them. Some 

have left . 
A splintered stump bleached to a snowy white ; 
And some memorial none where once they 

grew. 
Yet life still lingers in thee, and puts forth 
Proof not contemptible of what she can. 
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18 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Even where death predominates. The spring 
Finds thee not less alive to her sweet force 
Than yonder upstarts of the neighboring 

wood, 
So much thy juniors, who their birth received 
Half a millennium since the date of thine. 

But since, although well qualified by age 
To teach, no spirit dwells in thee, nor voice 
May be expected from thee, seated here 
On thy distorted root, with hearers none, 
Or prompter, save the scene, I will perform 
Myself the oracle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matter as I may. 

One man alone, the father of us all. 
Drew not his life from woman ; never gazed, 
With mute unconsciousness of what he saw, 
On all around him ; learned not by degrees, 
Nor owed articulation to his ear ; 
But, moulded by his Maker into man 
At once, upstood intelligent, surveyed 
All creatures, with precision imderstood 
Their purport, uses, properties, assigned 
To each his name significant, and, filled 
With love and wisdom, rendered back to 
Heaven 
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In praise harmonious the first air he drew. 
He was excused the penalties of dull 
Minority. No tutor charged his hand 
With the thought-tracing quill, or tasked his 

mind 
With problems. History, not wanted yet, 
Leaned on her elbow, watching Time, whose 

course. 
Eventful, should supply her with a theme. 



ON THE RECEIPT OP MY MOTHER'S 
PICTURE OUT OF NORFOLK. 



THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN, ANN BODHAM. 



THAT those lips had language ! Life 

has passed 
With me but roughly since I heard 
thee last. 
Those lips are thine — thy own sweet smile 

I see, • 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 
•Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 
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" Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears 

away ! " 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Blest be the ail that can immortalize, — 
The art that baflies Time's tyrannic claim 
To quench it ! ) here shines on me still the 

same. 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

welcome guest, though unexpected here ! 
Who bidd'st me honor with an artless song, 
Aflfectionate, a mother lost so long. 

1 will obey, not willingly alone. 

But gladly, as the precept were her own ; 
And, while that face renews my filial grief, 
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief, 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 
A momentary dream, that thou art she. 
My mother I when I learned that thou wast 
dead. 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 
Hovered thy spirit o'er thy sorrowing son. 
Wretch even then, life's journey just begun? 
Perhaps thou gavest me, though uiifelt, a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 
Ah, that maternal smile ! — it answers — Yes. 
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I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day, 
I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away, 
And, turning from my nursery window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 
But was it such ? — It was. — Where thou art 

gone 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore. 
The parting words shall pass my lips no more ! 
Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my con- 
cern. 
Oft gave me promise of thy quick return. 
What ardently I wished, I long believed, 
And, disappointed still, was still deceived ; 
By expectation every day beguiled. 
Dupe of to-morrow even from a child. 
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went. 
Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 
I learned at last submission to my lot ; 
But, though I less deplored thee, ne'er forgot. 
Where once we dwelt our name is heard 
no more. 
Children not thine have trod my nursery 

floor ; 
And where the gardener Robin, day by day. 
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Drew me to school along the public way, 
Delighted with my bawble coach, and wrapped 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capped, 
'T is now become a history little known. 
That once we called the pastoral house our 

own. 
Short-lived possession ! But the record fair, 
That memory keeps of all thy kindness there, 
StiU outlives many a storm, that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 
Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 
That thou mightst know me safe and warmly 

laid ; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home. 
The biscuit, or confectionery plum ; 
The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestowed 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and 

glowed : 
All this, and more endearing still than all. 
Thy constant flow of love, that knew no falL 
Ne'er roughened by those cataracts and 

breaks, 
That humor interposed too often makes ; 
All this still legible in memory's page, 
And still to be so to my latest age, 
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Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
'Such honors to thee as my numbers may ; 
Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere, 
Not scorned in heaven, though little noticed 
• here. 

Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the 
hours. 
When, playing with thy vesture's tissued 

flowei-s, 
'The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 
•I pricked them into paper with a pin 
(And thou wast happier than myself the 

while, ' 

Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head 

and smile), 
Gould those few pleasant days again appear. 
Might one wish bring them, would I wish 

them here 1 
I would not trust my heart ; — the dear de- 
light 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might. — 
But no — what here we call our life is such, 
So little to be loved, and thou so much. 
That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 
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Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion's coast 
(The storms all weathered and the ocean 

crossed) 
Shoots into port at some well-havened isle, 
Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons 

smile, 
There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below, 
While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay ; 
So thou, with sails how swift ! hast reached 

the shore, 
"Where tempests never beat nor billo\vs 

roar " ; 
And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life long since has anchored by thy side. 
But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest. 
Always from port withheld, always dis- 
tressed, — 
Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest- 
tossed, 
Sails ripped, seams opening wide, and com- 
pass lost, 
And day by day some current's thwarting 
force 
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Sets me more distant from a prosperous 

course. 
Yet, 0, the thought that thou art safe, and 

he! 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boast is not that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the 

earth; 
But higher far my proud pretensions rise, — 
The son of parents passed into the skies. 
And now, farewell ! — Time unrevoked has 

run 
His wonted course, yet what I wished is 

done. 
By contemplation's help, not sought in vain, 
I seem to have lived my childhood o'er 

again; 
To have renewed the joys that once were 

mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 
And, while the wings of fancy still are free. 
And I can view this mimic show of thee. 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft. 
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me 

left. 
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KEPORT OP AN ADJUDGED CASS. 

• NOT TO BE FOUND IN ANY Of THE BOOKS. 

ETWEEN Nose and Eyes a strange 
contest arose, 
The spectacles set them unhappily 
wrong ; 
, The point in dispute was, as all the world 

knows, 
, To which the said spectacles ought to be- 
long. 

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the 
cause 
With a great deal of skill, and a wig full 
of learning ; 
While Chief-Baron Ear sat to balance the 
laws, 
So famed for his talent in nicely discerning. 

" In behalf of the Nose it will quickly appear. 
And your lordship," he said, "will un- 
doubtedly find. 
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That the Nose has had spectacles always in' 
wear, 
Which amounts to possession time out of 
mind." . , ' 

Then holding the spectacles up to the court, .' 
" Your lordship observes they are made 
with a straddle, 

As wide as the ridge of the Nose is ; in short, [ 
Designed to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

" Again, would your lordship a moment sup- 
pose 
('Tis a case that has happened, and may' 
be again) 
That the visage or countenance had not a 
Nose, 
Pray who would, or who could, Wear spec- 
tacles then I 



" On the whole it appears, and my argument 
shows. 
With a reasoning the court will never con- 
demn, 
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That the spectacles plainly were made for 
the Nose, 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for 
them/' 

Then shifting his side (as a lawyer knows 
how), 
He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes : 
But what were his arguments few people 
know, 
For the court did not think they were 
equally wise. 

So his lordship decreed with a grave solemn 
tone, 
Decisive and clear, without one if or but, 
" That, whenever the Nose put his spectacles 
on, 
By daylight or candlelight — Eyes should 
be shut 1 " 
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' I am monarch of all I survey." 
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VERSES. 33 



VEBSES 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY ALEXANDER SEL- 
KIRK, DURING HIS SOLITARY ABODE ON THE 
ISLAND OF JUAN FERNANDEZ. 

AM monarcli of all I survey, 

My right there is none to dispute, 
From the centre all round to the sea, 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

solitude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must finish my journey alone. 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

I start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts that roam over the plain 

My form with indifference see, 
They are so unacquainted with man, 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 



d by Google 



34 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Society, friendship, and love, 

Divinely bestowed upon man, 
O, had I the wings of a dove, 

How soon would I taste you again ! 
My sorrows I then might assuage 

In the ways of religion and truth, 
Might learn from the wisdom of age. 

And be cheered by the sallies of youth. 

Religion ! what treasure untold 

Resides in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than silver and gold, 

Or all that this earth can afford. 
But the sound of the church-going bell 

These valleys and rocks never heard, 
Ne'er sighed at the sound of a knell. 

Or smiled when a Sabbath appeared. 

Ye winds that have made me your sport, 
Convey to this desolate shore 

Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more. 

My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after me ? 
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0, tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though a friend I am never to see. 

How fleet is the glance of the mind I 

Compared with the speed of its flight, 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift- winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my owp. native land. 

In a moment I seem to he there ; 
But alas ! recollection at hand 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest, 

The beast is laid down in his lair, 
Even here is a season of rest, 

And I to my cabin repair. 
There 's mercy in every place, 

And mercy, encouraging thought I 
Gives even affliction a grace, 

And reconciles man to his lot. 
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THE CASTAWAY. 

MAECH 20, 1799. 



BSCUREST night involved the sky, 

The Atlantic billows roared, 
When such a destined wretch as I, 
Washed headlong from on board, 
Of friends, of hope, of all bereft. 
His floating home forever left. 

No braver chief could Albion boast 
Than he with whom he went, 

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast 
With warmer wishes sent. 

He loved them both, but both in vain ; 

Nor him beheld, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the whelming brine 

Expert to s^^^im, he lay ; 
Nor soon he felt his strength decline, 

Or courage die away ; 
But waged with death a lasting strife, 
Supported by despair of life. 
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He shouted ; nor his friends had failed 

To check the vessel's course, 
But so the furious blast prevailed, 

That pitiless perforce 
They left their outcast mate behind, 
And scudded still before the wind. 

Some succor yet they could afford ; 

And, such as storms allow, 
The cask, the coop, the floated cord. 

Delayed not to bestow : 
But he, they knew, nor ship nor shore, 
Whatever they gave, should visit more. 

Nor, cruel as it seemed, could he 
Their haste himself condemn, 

Aware that flight, in such a sea, 
Alone could rescue them ; 

Yet bitter felt it still to die 

Deserted, and his friends so nigh. 

He long survives, who lives an hour 

In ocean, self-upheld : 
And so long he, with unspent power, 

His destiny repelled ; 
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And ever, as the minutes flew, 
Entreated help, or cried, "Adieu ! " 

At length, his transient respite past, 

His comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in every blast. 

Could catch the sound no more : 
For then, by toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling wave, and then he sank. 

No poet wept him ; but the page 

Of narrative sincere, 
That tells his name, his worth, his age, 

Is wet with Anson's tear : 
And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream. 

Descanting on his fate, 
To give the melancholy theme 

A more enduring date : , 
But misery still delights to trace 
Its semblance in another's case. 

No voice divine the storm allayed, 
No light propitious shone, 
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When, snatched from all effectual aid, 

"We perished, each alone : 
But I beneath a rougher sea, . 
And whelmed in deeper gulfs than he. 



ON OBSEETING SOME NAMES OF LnTLE NOTE 
SECORDED IN THE BIOGRAPHIA BBITANNICA. 



fond attempt to give a deathless lot 
To names ignoble, bom to be forgot ! 
In vain recorded in historic page. 
They court the notice of a future age : 
Those twinkling, tiny lustres of the land 
Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting 

hand ; 
Lethsean gulfs receive them as they fall, 
And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 

So when a child, as playful children use, 
Has burnt to tinder a stale last year's news. 
The flame extinct, he views the roving fire, — 
There goes my lady, and there goes the squire, 
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There goes the parson, — O illustrious spark ! 
And there, scarce less illustrious, goes the 
clerk. 



ON THE IiOSS OF THE BOTAIi 
GEOBGE. 

OLL for the brave ! 

The brave that are no more ! 
All sunk beneath the wave, 
Fast by their native shore ! 

Eight hundred of the brave, 
Whose courage well was tried, 

Had made the vessel heel. 
And laid her on her side. 

A land-breeze shook the shrouds, 

And she was over-set ; 
Down went the Royal George, 

With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave I 
Brave Kempenfelt is gone ; 
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His last s^a-fight is fought ; 
His work of glory done. 

It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock ; 
She sprang no fatal leak ; 

She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath ; 

His fingers held the pen, 
When Kempenfelt went down 

With twice four hundred men. 

Weigh the vessel up, 

Once dreaded by our foes ! 

And mingle with our cup 
The tear that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound, 

And she may float again 
Full charged with England's thunder, 

And plough the distant main. 

^ But Kempenfelt is gone, 

V His victories are o'er ; 

And he and his eight hundred 
Shall plough the wave no more. 
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BOADICEA. 



r HEN the British warrior Queen, 
Bleeding from the Roman rods, 
Sought, with an indignant mien, 
Counsels of he.r country's gods, 

Sage beneath the spreading oak, 
Sat the Druid, hoary chief ; 

Every burning word he spoke 
Full of rage, and full of grief. 

" Princess ! if our aged eyes 
Weep upon thy matchless wrongs, 

'T is because resentment ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

" Rome shall perish, — write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt ; 

Perish, hopeless and abhorred. 
Deep in ruin as in guilt. 
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** Kome, for empire far renowned, 
Tramples on a thousand states ; 

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground — 
Hark 1 the Gkul is at her gates ! 

" Other Romans shall arise, 

Heedless of a soldier^s name ; 
Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 

Haimony the path to fame. 

** Then the progeny that springs 

From the forests of our land, 
Armed with thunder, clad with wings, 

Shall a wider world command. 

" Regions Csesar never knew 

Thy posterity shall sway ; 
Where his eagles never flew. 

None invincible as they." 

Such the bard's prophetic words. 

Pregnant with celestial fire, 
Bending as he swept the chords 

Of his sweet but awful lyre. 
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She, with all a monarch's pride, 
Felt them in her bosom glow : 

Rushed to battle, fought, and died ; 
Dying, hurled them at the foe. 

Ruffians, pitiless as proud. 

Heaven awards the vengeance due ; 
Empire is on us bestowed. 

Shame and ruin wait for you. 



THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN 
GILPIN. 

SHOWrNO HOW HE WENT FARTHER THAN HE IN- 
TENDED, AND CAME SAFE HOME AGAIN. 



f OHN GILPIN was a citizen 

Of credit and renown, 
-^ A trainband captain eke was he 



Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear, 
" Though wedded we have been 
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These twice ten tedious years, yet we 
No holiday have seen. 

" To-morrow is our wedding day, 

And we will then repair 
Unto the Belfat Edmonton, 

All in a chaise and pair. 

" My sister, and my sister^s child, 

Myself, and children three, 
Will fill the chaise ; so you must ride 

On horseback after we." 

He soon replied : " I do admire 

Of womankind but one, 
And you are she, my dearest dear, 

Therefore it shall be done. 

" I am a linendraper bold. 
As all the world doth know. 

And my good friend the calender 
Will lend his horse to go.'* 

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin, " That 's well said ; 
And for that wine is dear, 
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We will be furnished with our own, 
Which is both bright and clear." 

John Gilpin kissed his loving wife ; 

Overjoyed was he to find, 
That, though on pleasure she was bent, 

She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaise was brought, 

But yet was not allowed 
To drive up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was stayed. 

Where they did all get in ; 
Six precious souls, and all agog 

To dash through thick and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels, 

Were never folk so glad, 
The stones did rattle underneath, 

As if Gheapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse's side 
Seized fast the flowing mane, 
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And up he got, in haste to ride, 
, But soon came down again ; 

For saddletree scarce reached had he, 

His journey to begin, 
When, turning round his head, he saw 

Three customets come in. 

So down he came ; for loss of time. 

Although it grieved him sore. 
Yet loss of pence, full well he knew. 

Would trouble him much more. 

'T was long before the customers 

Were suited to their mind. 
When Betty screaming came down stairs, 

" The wine is left behind ! " 

" Good lack I " quoth he, " yet bring it me. 

My leathern belt likewise. 
In which I bear my trusty sword 

When I do exercise.'' 

Now Mistress Gilpin (careful soul I) 
Had two stone bottles found, 
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To hold the liquor that she loved, 
And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear, 
Through which the belt he drew, 

And hung a bottle on each side, 
To make his balance tilie. 

Then over all, that he might be 

Equipped from top to toe, 
His long red cloak, well brushed and neat, 

He manfully did throw. 

Now see him mounted once again 

Upon his nimble steed, 
Full slowly pacing o'er the stones. 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well-shod feet, 
The snorting beast began to trot. 

Which galled him in his seat. 

So " Fair and softly," John he cried. 
But John he cried in vain ; 
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Tliat trot became a gallop soon, 
In spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping down, as needs he must 

Who cannot sit upright, 
He grasped the mane with both his hands, 

And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before. 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or naught ; 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt, when he set out. 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 

Like streamer long and gay. 
Till, loop and button failing both. 

At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 
The bottles he had slung ; 
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A bottle swinging at each side. 
As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children screamed, 

Up flew the windows all ; 
And every soul cried out, " Well done ! " 

As loud as he could bawL 

Away went Gilpin — who but he ? 

His fame soon spread around ; 
" He carries weight ! " " He rides a race ! '' 

" T is for a thousand pound ! " 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 

T was wonderful to view. 
How in a trice the turnpike men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing down 

His reeking head full low. 
The bottles twain behind his back 

Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road, 
Most piteous to be seen. 
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Which made his horse's flanks to smoke 
As they had basted been. 

But still he seemed to carry weight, 
With leathern girdle braced ; • 

For all might see the bottle, necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington, 

These gambols he did play, 
Until he came unto the Wash 

Of Edmonton so gay ; 

And there he threw the Wash about. 

On both sides of the way, 
Just like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton, his loving wife 

From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wondering much 

To see how he did ride. 

"Stop, stop, John Gilpin 1 — Here's the 
house ! " 
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They all at once did cry ; 
" The dinner waits, and we are tired ! " 
Said Gilpin, "So am 11" 

But yet his horse was not a whit 

Inclined to tarry there ; 
For why ? — his owner had a house 

Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew, 

Shot by an archer strong ; 
So did he fly — which brings me to 

The middle of my song. 

Away went Gilpin, out of breath, 

And sore against his will, 
Till, at his friend the calender's, 

His horse at last stood still. 



The calender, amazed to see 
His neighbor in such trim. 

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate, 
And thus accosted him : 
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" What news ? what news 1 your tidings tell ; 

Tell me you must and shall — 
Say why bareheaded you are come, 

Or why you come afall ?" 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 

And loved a timely joke ; 
And thus unto the calender, 

In merry guise, he spoke : 

" I came because your horse would come ; 

And, if I well forebode, 
My hat and wig will soon be here, — 

They are upon the road." 

The calender, right glad to find 

His friend in merry pin. 
Returned him not a single word, 

But to the house went in ; 

Whence straight he came with hat and wig ; 

A wig that flowed behind, 
A hat not much the worse for wear, 

Each comely in its kind. 
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He held them up, and in his turn, 
Thus showed his ready wit : 

'* My head is twice as big as yours, 
They therefore n^eds must fit. 

" But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your face ; 

And stop and eat, for well you may 
Be in a hungry case." 

Said John, " It is my wedding day. 
And all the world would stare, 

If wife should dine at Edmonton, 
And I should dine dt Ware." 

So turning to his horse, he said, 

" I am in haste to dine ; 
'T was for your pleasure you came here, 

You shall go back for mine." 

Ah ! luckless speech, and bootless boast, 
For which he paid full dear ; 

For while he spake, a braying ass 
Did sing most loud and clear ; 
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Whereat his horse did snort, as he 

Had heard a lion roar, 
And galloped off with all his might, 

As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went Gilpin's hat and wig : 
He lost them sooner than at first, 

For why ? — they were too big. 

Now Mistress Gilpin, when she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away. 

She pulled out half a crown ; 

And thus unto the youth she said, 

That drove them to the Bell, 
" This shall be yours, when you bring back 

My husband safe and welL" 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 

John coming back amain ; 
Whom in a trice he tried to stop 

By catching at his rein ; 
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But not performing what he meant, 

And gladly would have done, 
The frighted steed he frighted more. 

And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went postboy at his heels, 
The postboy's horse right glad to mifl^ 

The lumbering of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road, 

Thus feeeing Gilpin fly, 
With postboy scampering in the rear, 

Tfcey raised the hue and cry: 

" Stop thief ! stop thief I — a highwayman ! " 

Not one of them was mute ; 
And all and each that passed that way 

Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike-gates again 

Flew open in short space ; 
The toll-men thinking as before, 

That Gilpin rode a race. 
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And 80 he did, and won it too, 

For he got first to town ; , 
Nop stopped till where he had got up 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing long live the King, 

And Gilpin, long live he ; 
And when he next doth ride abroad. 

May I be there to see I 



PAIBINGhTIME ANTICIPATED. 



SHALL not ask Jean Jacques Rous- 
seau 
If birds confabulate or no ; 
'T is clear that they were always able 
To hold discourse, at least in fable ; 
And e'en the child who knows no better 
Than to interpret by the letter 
A story of a cock and bull 
Must have a most uncommon skull. 
It chanced then on a winter's day, 
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But warm and bright and calm as May, 

The birds, conceiving a design 

To forestail sweet St Valentine, 

In many an orchard, copse, and grove 

Assembled on affairs of love, 

And with much twitter and much chatter 

Began to agitate the matter. 

At length a Bullfinch, who could boast 

More years and wisdom than the most, 

Entreated, opening wide his beak, 

A moment's liberty to speak ; 

And, silence publicly enjoined. 

Delivered briefly thus his mind : 

" My friends ! be cautious how ye treat 
The subject upon which we meet ; 
I fear we shall have winter yet." 

A Finch, whose tongue knew no control, 
With golden vnn^ and satin poll, 
A last year's bird, who ne'er had tried 
What marriage means, thus pert replied : 

" Methi^ks the gentleman," quoth she, 
" Opposite in the apple-tree. 
By his good-will would keep us single 
Till yonder heaven and earth shall mingle ; 
Or (which is likelier to befall) 

Digitized by Google 



PAIRING-TIME ANTICIPATED. 61 

Till death exterminate us alL 
I '11 marry without more ado ; 
My dear Dick Redcap, what say you ? " 

Dick heard, and, tweedling, ogling, bri- 
dling, 
Turning short round, strutting, and sidling. 
Attested, glad, his approbation 
Of an immediate conjugation. 
Their sentiments, so well expressed, 
Influenced mightily the rest ; 
All paired, and each pair built a nest. 

But though the birds were thus in haste, 
The leaves came on not quite so fast. 
And Oestiny, that sometimes bears 
An aspect stem on man's affairs, 
Not altogether smiled on theirs. 
The wind, of late breathed gently forth, 
Now shifted east, and east by north ; 
Bare trees and shrubs but ill, you know, 
Could shelter them from rain or snow : 
Stepping into their nests they paddled, 
Themselves were chilled, their eggs were 

addled ; 
Soon every father bird and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and pecked each other. 
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Parted without the least regret, 
Except that they had ever met, 
And learned in future to be wiser 
Than to neglect a good adviser. 

MORAL. 

Misses ! the tale that I relate 
This lesson seems to carry, — 

Choose not alone a proper mate, 
But proper time to marry. 



THE NEEDIiSSS AIiABM. * 

HERE is a field, through which I often 

pass, 
Thick overspread with moss and silky 



Adjoining close to Kil wick's echoing wood. 
Where oft the bitch-fox hides her hapless 

brood, 
Reserved to solace many a neighboring squire, 
That he may follow them through brake and 

brier. 
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Contusion hazarding of neck or spine, 
Which rural gentlemen call sport divine. 
A narrow brook, by rushy banks concealed, 
Runs in a bottom, and divides the field ; 
Oaks intersperse it, that had once a head, 
But now wear crests of oven-wood instead ; 
And where the land slopes to its watery bourn 
Wide yawns a gulf beside a ragged thorn ; 
Bricks line the sides, but shivered long ago. 
And horrid brambles intertwine below ; 
A hollow scooped, I judge, in ancient time, 
For baking earth, or burning rock to lime. 

Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries red, 
With which the fieldfare, wintry guest, is fed ; 
Nor Autumn yet had brushed from every 

spray, 
With her chill hand, the mellow leaves away ; 
But corn was housed, and beans were in the 

stack ; 
Now therefore issued forth the spotted pack, 
With tails high mounted, ears hung low, and 

throats 
With a whole gamut filled of heavenly notes, 
For which, alas ! my destiny severe, 
Though ears she gave me two, gave me no ear. 
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The sun, accomplishing his early march, 
His lamp now planted on heaven's topmost 

arch, 
When, exercise and air my only aim, 
And heedless whither, to that field I came, 
Ere yet with ruthless joy the happy hound 
Told hill and dale that Reynard's track was 

found ; 
Or with the high-raised horn's melodious clang 
All Kilwick and all Dinglederry * rang. 
Sheep grazed the field ; some with soft 

bosom pressed 
The herb as soft, while nibbling strayed the 

rest ; 
Nor noise was heard but of the hasty brook, 
Struggling, detained in many a petty nook. 
All seemed so peaceful, that, from them con- 
veyed. 
To me their peace by kind contagion spread. 
But when the huntsman, with distended 

cheek, 
'Gan make his instrument of music speak, 
And from within the wood that crash was 

heard, 

* Two woods belonging to John Throckmorton, Esq. 
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Though not a hound from whom it burst ap* 

peared, 
The sheep recumbent and the sheep that 

grazed, 
All huddling into phalanx, 6tood and gazed, 
Admiring, terrified, the novel strain, 
Then coursed the. field around, and coursed 

it round again ; 
But recollecting, with a sudden thought. 
That flight in circles urged advanced them 

naught. 
They gathered close around the old pit's brink, 
And thought again — but knew not what to 

think. 
The man to solitude accustomed long. 
Perceives in everything that lives a tongue ; 
Not animals alone, but shrubs and trees 
Have speech for him, and understood with 

ease ; 
After long drought, when rains abundant fall. 
He hears the herbs and flowers rejoicing all ; 
Knows what the freshness of their hue im- 
plies. 
How glad they catch the largess of the skies ; 
But, with precision nicer still, the mind 

Digitized by Google 



66 FAVORITE POEMS. 

He scans of every locomotive kind ; 
Birds of all feather, beasts of every name, 
That serve mankind, or shun them, wild or 

tame ; 
The looks and gestures of their griefs and fears 
Have all articulation in his ears ; 
He spells them true by intuition's light. 
And needs no glossary to set him right 

This truth premised was needful as a text, 
To win due credence to what follows next. 

Awhile they mused ; surveying every face, 
Thou hadst supposed them of superior race ; 
Their periwigs of wool and fears combined, 
Stamped on each countenance such marks of 

mind. 
That sage they seemed as lawyers o'er a doubt, 
Which, puzzling long, at last they puzzle out ; 
Or academic tutors, teaching youths. 
Sure ne'er to want them, mathematic truths ; 
When thus a mutton statelier than the rest, 
A ram, the ewes and wethers sad addressed : 

" Priends ! we have lived too long. I never 
heard 
Sounds such as these, so worthy to be feared. 
Could I believe that winds for ages pent 
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In earth's dark womb have foujid at last a 

vent, 
And from their prison-house below arise, 
With all these hideous bowlings to the skies, 
I could be much composed, nor should appear,' 
For such a cause, to feel the slightest fear. 
Yourselves have seen, what time the thunders 

rolled 
All night, me resting quiet in the fold. 
Or heard we that tremendous bray alone, 
I could expound the melancholy tone : 
Should deem it by our old companion made, 
The ass ; for he, we know, has lately strayed, 
And, being lost, perhaps, and wandering wide, 
Might be supposed to clamor for a guide. 
But ah ! those dreadful yells what soul can 

hear. 
That owns a carcass, and not quake for fear ! 
Demons produce them doubtless, brazen- 
clawed, 
And fanged with brass the demons are abroad ; 
I holct it therefore wisest and most fit 
That, life to save, we leap into the pit." 
Him answered then his loving mate and 
true, 
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But more discreet than he, a Cambrian ewe : 
" How ! leap into the pit our life to save ? 
To save our life leap all into the grave 1 
For can we find it less ? Contemplate first 
The depth how awful ! falling there, we burst } 
Or should the brambles interposed our i'all 
In part abate, that happiness were small ; 
For with a race like theirs no chance I see 
Of peace or ease to creatures clad as we. 
Meantime, noise kills not Be it Dapple's 

bray, 
Or be it not, or be it whose it may. 
And rush those other sounds, that seem by 

tongues 
Of demons uttered, from whatever lungs, 
Sounds are but sounds, and, till the cause 

appear, 
"We have at least commodious standing here. 
Come fiend, come fury, giant, monster, blast 
From earth or hell, we can but plunge at 

While thus she spake, I fainter heard the 
peals, 
For Reynard, close attended at his heels 
By panting dog, tired man, and spatteredhorse, 
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Through mere good fortune, took a diflferent 

course. 
The flock grew calm again, and I, the road 
Following, that led me to my own abode, 
Much wondered that the silly sheep had found 
Sach cause of terror in an empty sound, 
So sweet to huntsman, gentleman^ and hound. 

MORAL. 

Beware of desperate steps. The darkest day, 
Live till to-morrow, will have pas^ei away. 



THE NIGHTINGALE AND GIiOW- 
WOBM. 

NIGHTINGALE, that all day long 
Had cheered the village with his 
song. 

Nor yet at eve his note suspended. 

Nor yet when eventide was ended, 

Began to feel, as well he might. 

The keen demands of appetite ; 

When, looking eagerly around. 
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He spied far off, upon the ground, 
A something shining in the dark, 
And knew the glowworm by his spark ; 
So, stooping down from hawthorn top, 
He thought to put him in his crop. 
The worm, aware of his intent, 
Harangued him thus, right eloquent : 

" Did you admire my lamp," quoth he, 
" As much as I your minstrelsy. 
You would abhor to do me wrong, 
As much as I to spoil your song ; 
For 't was the selfsame power Divine 
Taught you to sing, and me to shine, 
That you with music, I with light. 
Might beautify and cheer the night" 
The songster heard this short oration, 
And, warbling out his approbation, 
Released him, as my story tells, 
And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Their real interest to discern ; 
That brother should not war with brother, 
And worry and devour each other ; 
But sing and shine with sweet consent. 
Till life's poor transient night is spent, 
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Respecting in each other^s case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians best deserve the name. 
Who studiously make peace their aim ; 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 



THE BAVEN. 

• 
RAVEN, while with glossy breast 
Her new-laid eggs she fondly pressed, 
And, on her wicker-work high 
mounted. 
Her chickens prematurely counted 
(A fault philosophers might blame, 
If quite exempted from the same), 
Enjoyed at ease the genial day ; 
'T was April, as the bumpkins say, 
The legislature called it May. 
But suddenly a wind, as high 
As ever swept a winter sky. 
Shook the young leaves about her ears. 
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And filled, her with a thousand fears. 
Lest the rude blast should snap the bought 
And spread her golden hopes below. 
But just at eve the blowing weather 
And all her fears were hushed together ; 
" And now," quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 
" T is over, and the brood is safe." 
(For ravens, though, as birds of omen. 
They teach both conjurers and old women 
To tell us what is to befall. 
Can't prophesy themselves at all.) 
The morning came, whQu neighbor Hodge, 
Who long had marked her airy lodge. 
And destined all the treasure there 
A gift to his expecting fair. 
Climbed like a squirrel to his dray. 
And bore the worthless prize away. 

MORAL. 

'T is Providence alone secures 

In every change both mine and yours : 

Safety consists not in escape 

From dangers of a frightful shape ; 

An earthquake may be bid to spare 

The man that 's strangled by a hair. 
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Fate steals along with silent tread, 
Found oftenest in what least we dread ; 
Frowns in the storm with an^^T brow, 
But in the sunshine strikes the blow. 



THE JACKDAW. 

PBOM "VINCENT BOUBNE.' 



[jERE is a bird who, by his coat, 
And by the hoarseness of his note, 
Might be supposed a crow ; 
A great frequenter of the church, 
Where, bishop-like, he finds a perch. 
And dormitory too. 

Above the steeple shines a plate, 
That turns and turns, to indicate 

From what point blows the weather ; 
Look up, — your brains begin to swim, 
'T is in the clouds, — that pleases him, 

He chooses it the rather. 
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Fond of the speculative height, 
Thither he wings his airy flight, 

And thence securely sees 
The bustle and the raree-show 
That occupy mankind below, 

Secure and at his ease. 

You think, no doubt, he sits and muses 
On future broken bones and bruises, 

If he should chance to fall. 
No ; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate, 

Or troubles it at all. 

He sees that this great roundabout. 
The world, with all its motley rout. 

Church, army, physic, law. 
Its customs, and its businesses, 
Is no concern, at all of his. 

And says — what says he ? Caw. 

Thrice happy bird ! I too have seen 
Much of the vanities of men ; 

And, sick of having seen 'em. 
Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pair of wings as thine 

And such a head between 'em. 
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THE DOO AND THE WATEB-LILY. 

HE noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swept Ousels silent tide, 
"^ When, 'scaped from literary cares, 
I wandered on his side. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race, 

And high in pedigree 
(Two nymphs adorned with every grace 

That spaniel found for me), 

Now wantoned lost in flags and reeds, 

Now starting into sight, 
Pursued the swallows o'er the meads 

With scarce a slower flight. 

It was the time when Ouse displayed 

His lilies newly blown ; 
Their beauties I intent surveyed, 

And one I wished my own. 

Digitized by Google 



7G FAVORITB POBMS. 

With cane extended far I sought 

To steer it close to land ; 
But still the prize, though nearly caught, 

Escaped my eager hand. 

Beau marked my unsuccessful pains 

With fixed considerate face, 
And puzzling set his puppy brains 

To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup clear and strong, 

Dispersing all his dream, 
I thence withdrew, and followed long 

The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I returned ; 

Beau, trotting far before. 
The floating wreath again discerned. 

And plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropped 

Impatient swim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dropped 

The treasure at my feet. 
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Charmed with the sight, " The wotld/' I cried, 

" Shall hear of this thy deed : 
3iy dog shall mortify the pride 

Of man's superior breed : 



" But chief myself I will. enjoin, 

Awake at duty's call, 
To show a love as prompt as thine 

To Him who gives me all/' 



ON A SFAKIEli, CALLED BEAU, 
KILLING A YOUNG BIRD. 

SPANIEL, Beau, that fares like you, 
Well fed, and at his ease, 
* Should wiser be than to pursue 
Each trifle that he sees. 



But you have killed a tiny bird, 
Which flew not till to-day, • 

Against my orders, whom you heard 
Forbidding you the prey. 
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Nor did you kill that you might eat, 

And ease a doggish pain, 
For him, though chased with furious heat, 

You left where he was slain. 

Nor was he of the thievish sort. 

Or one whom blood allures. 
But innocent was all his sport 

Whom you have torn for yours. 

My dog ! what remedy remains. 

Since, teach you all I can, 
I see you, after all my pains. 

So much resemble man ? 



BEAU'S REPLY. 

IR, when I flew to seize the bird 

In spite of your command, 
A louder voice than yours I heard. 
And harder to withstand. 

You cried — Forbear ! — but in my breast 
A mightier cried — Proceed ! — 
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'T tras Nature, sir, whose strong behest 
Impelled me to the deed. 

Yet much as Nature I respect, 

I ventured once to break 
(As you perhaps may recollect) 

Her precept for your sake ; 

And when your linnet on a day, 

Passing his prison door. 
Had fluttered all his strength away, 

And panting pressed the floor. 

Well knowing him a sacred thing, 

Not destined to my tooth, 
I only kissed his ruffled wing. 

And licked the feathers smooth. 

Let my obedience then excuse 

My disobedience now. 
Nor some reproof yourself refuse 

Jrom your aggrieved bow-wow : 

If killing birds be such a crime 

(Which I can hardjy see), 
What think you, sir, of killing Time 

With verse addressed to me 1 



d by Google 




80 FAVORITE POEMS. 



OK THE DSATH OF MBS. THBOCK- 
MOBTON'S BUIiIiFINCH. 

E Nymphs, if e'er your eyes were red 
With tears o'er hapless favorites shed, 
0, share Maria's grief! 
Her favorite, even in his cage, 
(What will not hunger's cruel rage ?) 
Assassined by a thief. 

Where Rhenus strays his vines among, 
The egg was laid from which he sprung ; 

And though by nature mute, 
Or only with a whistle blessed. 
Well taught he all the sounds expressed 

Of flageolet or flute. 

The honors of his ebon poll 

Were brighter than the sleekest mole ; 

His bosom of the hue 
With which Aurora decks the skies, 
When piping winds shall soon arise 

To sweep away the dew. 
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Above, below, in all the house, 
Dire foe alike of bird and mouse, 

No cat had leave to dwell ; 
And Bully's cage supported stood 
On props of smoothest shaven wood. 

Large-built and latticed well. 

Well latticed, — but the grate, alas ! 
Not rough with wire of steel or brass. 

For Bully's plumage sake. 
But smooth with wands from Ouse's side, 
With which, when neatly peeled and dried. 

The swains their baskets make. 

Nighfc veiled the pole ; all seemed secure : 
When, led by instinct sharp and sure, 

Subsistence to provide, 
A beast forth sallied on the scout. 
Long-backed, long-tailed, with whiskered 
snout, 

And badger-colored hide. 

He, entering at the study door. 
Its ample area 'gan explore ; 
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And Bometbmg in the wind 
Conjectured, sniffing round and round, 
Better than all the books he found, 

Food chiefly for the mind. 

Just then, by adverse fate impressed, 
A dream disturbed poor Bully's rest ; 

In sleep he seemed to view 
A rat fast clinging to the cage, 
And, screaming at the sad presage, 

Awoke and found it true. 

For, aided both by ear and scent, 
Right to his mark the monster went, — 

Ah, Muse ! forbear to speak 
Minute the horrors that ensued ; 
His teeth were strong, the cage was wood, - 

He left poor Bully's beak. 

0, had he made that too his prey ! 
That beak whence issued many a lay 

Of such mellifluous tone, 
Might have repaid him well, I wot. 
For silencing so sweet a throat, 
Fast stuck within his own. 



d by Google 



TO MARY [MRS. UNWIN.] ' 83 

Maria weeps, — tlie Muses mourn, — 
So, when by Bacchanalians torn. 

On Thracian Hebrus' side, 
The tree-enchanter Orpheus fell. 
His head alone remained to tell 

The cruel death he died. 



TO MABY [Mrs. Unwin]. 
1793. 




HE twentieth year is wellnigh past, 
Since first our sky was overcast ; — 
Ah, would that this might be the last! 
My Mary ! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 
I see thee daily weaker grow ; — 
T was my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary I 

Thy needles, once a shining store. 
For my sake restless heretofore. 
Now rust disused, and shine no more, 

My Mary ! 
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For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind office for me still, 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 

My Mary ! 

But well thou play'dst the housewife's part, 
And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this heart. 

My Mary ! 



Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream ; 
Yet me they charm, whatever the theme, 

My Mary I 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, ^ 

My Mary ! 

For could I view nor them nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

M^ Mary ! 
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Partakers of thy sad decline, 

Thy hands their little force resign ; 

Yet gently pressed, press gently mine, 

My Mary ! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov'st, 
That now at every step thou mov'st, 
Upheld by two ; yet still thou lov'st. 

My Mary ! 

And still to love, though pressed with ill, 
In wintry age to feel no chill, 
' With me is to be lovely still. 

My Mary ! 

But ah ! by constant heed I know, 
How oft the sadness that I show 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe. 

My Mary ! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past, 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last, 

My Mary ! 
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LIGHT SHINIKG OUT OF DABK- 
NE3S.» 

OD moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform ; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill 
He treasures up his bright designs, 

And works his sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take, 
The clouds ye so much dread 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 
But trust him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

• composed June, 1773, on the eve of Cowper's re- 
newed insanity. 
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His puqioses will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter tast^, 

But sweet will be the £ower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err,* 
And scan his work in vain : 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 



WALKING WITH QOD. 

GENESIS V. 24. 

FOR a closer walk with God, 

A calm and heavenly frame ; 
A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb I 

Where is the blessedness I knew 
When first I saw the Lord ? 

Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and his word 1 

• John xiii. 7. 
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What peaceful hours I once enjoyed ! 

How sweet their memory still ! 
But they have left an aching void, 

The world can never filL 

Return, holy Dove, return ! 

Sweet messenger of rest ! 
I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 

And drove thee from thy breast 

The dearest idol I have known, 

Whatever that idol be. 
Help me to tear it from thy throne. 

And worship only thee. 

So shall my walk be close with Gk)d, 
Calm and serene my frame ; 

So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 



'^^^^ 
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ENGLAND. 




ENGLAND, with all thy faults, I love 
thee still, 
My country I and while yet a nook 
is left 
Where English minds and manners may be 

found. 
Shall be constrained to love thee. Though 

thy clime 
Be fickle, and thy year, most part deformed 
With dripping rains, or withered by a frost, 
I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies 
And fields without a flower, for wanner France 
With all her vines ; nor for Ausonia's groves 
Of golden fruitage and her myrtle bowers. 
To shake thy senate, and from heights sublime 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire 
Upon thy foes, was never meant my task ; 
But I can feel thy fortunes, and partake 
Thy joys and sorrows with as true a heart 
As any thunderer there. And I can feel 
Thy follies too, and with a just disdain 
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Frown at effeminates, whose very looks 
Reflect dishonor on the land I love. 
How, in the name of soldiership and sense, 
Should England prosper, when such things, 

as smooth 
And tender as a girl, all-essenced o'er 
With odors, and as profligate as sweet, 
Who sell their laurel for a myrtle wreath. 
And love when they should fight ; when such 

as these 
Presume to lay their hand upon the ark 
Of her magnificent and awful cause ] 
Time was when it was praise and boast enough 
In every clime, and travel where we might, 
That we were born her children ; praise 

enough 
To fill the ambition of a private man, 
That Chatham's language was his mother- 
tongue, 
And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his 

own. 
Farewell those honors, and farewell with them 
The hope of such hereafter. They have fallen 
Each in his field of glory : one in arms. 
And one in council — Wolfe upon the lap 
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Of smiling Victory that moment won, 

And Chatham, heart-sick of his countr/s 

shame ! 
They made ns many soldiers. Chatham still 
Consulting England's happiness at home, 
Secured it by an unforgiving frown 
If any wronged her. Wolfe, where'er he 

fought, 
Put so much of his heart into his act, 
That his example had a magnet's force. 
And all were swift to follow whom all loved. 
Those suns are set. 0, rise some other such ! 
Or all that we have left, is empty talk 
Of old achievements, and despair of new. 



SLAVERY. 



FOR a lodge in some vast wilderness, 
Some boundless contiguity of shade, 
Where rumor of oppression and de- 
ceit. 
Of unsuccessful or successful war. 
Might never reach me more ! My ear is pained. 
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Zly soul is sick with every day'tj report 

Of wrong and outrage with which earth is 

filled. 
There is no flesh in man's obdurate heart — 
It does not feel for man ; the natural Lond 
Of brotherhood is severed as the flax 
That falls asunder at the touch of fire. 
He finds his fellow guilty of a skin 
Not colored like his own, and having power 
To enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause 
Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey. 
Lands intersected by a narrow frith 
Abhor each other. Mountains interposed, 
Make enemies of nations, who had else 
Like kindred drops been mingled into one. 
Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys ; 
And worse than all, and most to be deplored 
As human Nature's broadest, foulest blot. 
Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his 

sweat 
With stripes, that Mercy with a bleeding heart 
Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast. 
Then what is man ? And what man seeing this, 
And having human feelings, does not blush 
And hang his head, to think himself a man 1 
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I would not have a slave to till my ground, 
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep, 
And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever earned. 
No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart's 
Just estimation prized above all price, 
I had much rather be myself the slave 
And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him. 
We have no slaves at home. — Then why 

abroad 1 
And they themselves once ferried o'er the wave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their 

lungs 
Receive our air, that moment they are free. 
They touch our country, and their shackles 

fall. 
That 's noble, and bespeaks ^ nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then. 
And let it circulate through every vein 
Of all your empire ; that where Britain's power 
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 
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THE WINTER EVENING. 



OW stir the fire, and close the shutters 
fast, 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa 
round, 
And while the bubbling and loud hissing um 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups 
That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 
So let us welcome peaceful evening in. 
Not such his evening, who with shining face 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and squeezed 
And bored with elbow points through both 

his sides, 
Outscolds the ranting actor on the stage ; 
Nor his, who patient stands till his feet throb, 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breaih 
Of patriot-s, bursting with heroic rage, 
Or placemen, all tramiuillity and smiles. 
This folio of four pages, happy work ! 
Which not even critics criticise ; that holds 
Inquisitive attention while I read. 
Fast bound in chains of silence, which the fair, 
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Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to 

break ; 
What is it but a map of busy life, 
Its fluctuations, and its vast concerns ? 
Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the summit, see, 
The seals of oflSce glitter in his eyes ; 
He climbs, he pants, he grasps them. At his 

heels, 
Close at his heels, a demagogue ascends, 
And with a dexterous jerk soon twists him 

down. 
And wins them, but to lose them in his turn. 
Here rills of oily eloquence in sol't 
Meanders lubricate the course they take ; 
The modest speaker is ashamed and grieved 
To engross a moment*s notice, and yet begs, 
Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts. 
However trivial all that he conceives. 
Sweet bashfulness ! it claims, at least, this 

praise ; 
The dearth of information and good sense, 
That it foretells us, always comes to pass. 
Cataracts of declamation thunder here. 
There forests of no meaning spread the page 
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In which all comprehension wanders lost ; 
While fields of pleasantry amuse iis there, 
With merry descants on a nation's woes. 
The rest appears a wilderness of strange 
But gay confusion ; roses for the cheeks 
And lilies for the brows of faded age, 
Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald, 
Heaven, earth, and ocean plundered of their 

sweets, 
Nectareous essences, Olympian dews, 
Sermons and city feasts, and favorite airs, 
Ethereal journeys, submarine exploits, 
And Katerfelto,* with his hair on end. 
At his own wonders, wondering for his bread. 

* Katerfelto was a qnack who advertised his own per- 
formances, and those of his hlack cat ; heading his adver- 
tisements with " Wonders ! wonders 1 wonders ! " 



Cambridge ; I'riuted by Welch, Bigelow, & Co. 
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